INTRODUCTION
<,
As for the question about "the only true religion,** the sanyasi took out of his bag a copy of St. Pattanathu Pillai's poems, read three of them, wept like a child, embraced the Christian gentleman and said that was his answer. He greeted all of us reverently and ; left us. My western friends might think that that kind of weeping was merely a sign of senile scntimentalism. Let me assure them that this man was not a sentimentalist. At times tears reveal the inward strength of an invulnerable soldier of God, just as loud laughter reveals the slipperiness of a knave. The sanyasi was a sound and solid thinker. There was that firmness in his speech which is a characteristic feature of a powerful and mighty servant of God and man. He wept because of the narrow and bigoted attitude of people towards others' religions.
Ihave travelled in ninny countries; I have studied in some of the biggest of the Universities in Europe and America; I have come in contact with some of the most distinguished men and women in different parts of the world; I have fought many fierce battles in different spheres of my life, my formidable opponents being of all races and religions. My sorrows and sufferings have been many and intense. They have never made me weep. On the other hand they have enhearlened me, and because of them 1 am able to understand the tears of the wronged and misinterpreted, of the poor and persecuted, of the weak and helpless. But, to-day, in this beautiful land, surrounded by so many elevating pictures, I do feel like weeping when I recall to my mind the three poems which the sanyasi recited, the way he wept, the warmth with which he embraced the Christian gentleman who put him questions and the most touching way he took leave of us, as the best answer he could give to the question, "Have you ever made an earnest study of the 'one only true religion of Christ'?" Ah ! Even to-day, in this twentieth century there are people who say: "My book is the only revealed book. My religion is the only revealed religion, My God is the only true God."
I think these two examples are enough to illustrate the influence of the poems of Patta- nathu Pillai on the life of people in South India.
The good seed which the Znmindar of Doddnp- pnnaikanur sowed in the soil of my heart in KodaikanaL did not perish, it was lying dormant to grow and bring forth fruit here in Switzerland.